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certainly go.    Sea air sets him up quicker than anything else.
It is evident, however, that I need not complain too much of influenza, as by the telegraphic details in the newspaper it seems to be dreadful everywhere, a scourge throughout the world. It makes me very uneasy, and terribly anxious lest I may hear of gaps in our dear home circle of friends,
I don't think I have told you all our preparations for the rainy season yet. For instance, I am sure I did not do justice to the nice fat cosy appearance of my piano, in its new suit. I had sent to Sydney for a waterproof cover for it, but it was so long in coming that we thought the order had gone astray; and, afraid to leave it wholly unprotected, we bought some woollen travelling-rugs, and made it a warm and well-fitting garment. No sooner was this finished than the despaired-of waterproof * coat * arrived; but it was fortunately large enough to go over the other, so the piano now rejoices in a most elegant mauvy-grey frock, and a cosy flannel petticoat beneath. We hope that this will be sufficient clothing to keep off even Samoan damp.
By the way, the damp is not the only enemy of books here, nor the only evil that our system of * varnishing' protects them against. It is a rather lengthy process, I confess, but if it succeeds as well as we hope, will be worth all